66      THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
"Blue! My dress was not blue. It was white,
Now will you believe me?"
is!t was "blue," insisted Robert, and he blushed,
"Andj Rosa5 the front was too low. I don't like
you to wear disgusting dresses like that/'
"Really!" mocked Rosa. "I shall wear what
dresses I* choose^ Robert deSouza^ and what 1
choose could never be disgusting, I suppose Belle
was there too, and what had she on that you did
not like?"
"I don't remember seeing Belle/' said Robert
slowly- "And yet I could say she was there too,
but there was only one of you/* he added3 puzzled^
"in a deep-blue dress, rather the colour of those
morning-glory flowers,"
*4!t shows how foolish you are. Bob/' said Rosa
more gently. "My dress was white and5 even
without my vest, it wasn't indecent. You've been
dreaming."
But Robert remembered clearly, how in his
sleep he had seemed to hear music, and then he
had been troubled by the people passing and re-
passing him on the stairs5 a nightmare feeling of
bumping and jostling that had woken him; as he
started up? still in his sleep, he thought someone
paused on the step beside him, and the jealousy
he had felt for Rosa turned suddenly to an
anguished grief, and he had hung there on
the stair rail fixed in his misery; then he heard
weeping and had gone to find Rosa, but she ran
away.
"Why did you do that?" he said. "Why were